When You Dress Like This.. 


Author: Riguel*2000 


Bands: Alice in Chains, Mother Love Bone 


Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Stone Gossard 


Relationships: A/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec 25 2017 16:32:20 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


When You Dress Like This.. 


Author's Notes: 


Okay.. | am not sure where you wanted this prompt to take you but here is my attempt (also my first try at 
actually writing Jerry-which is also a bit nerve-racking.) Hope you like it. Merry Xmas to you! 


Jeff was waiting for Stone to get ready since ten minutes already and he was starting to wonder why it was 
taking his bandmate so long. Soon it would take his bandmate longer than when he would come and pick up his 
girlfriend to go out for a date and she would tell him she just needed five more minutes, which usually meant 


at least an extra half an hour. Jeff sighed and looked at his watch for the third time. 
"What are you doing anyway?," Jeff finally complained. 


The bassist walked in Stone's bedroom and watched as his friend was frantically looking into his chest of 


drawers. 


"I'm looking for a shirt to wear for the gig tonight” 

"You are wearing a shirt already." 

"| don't want to wear this one." 

"What's wrong with the one you're wearing?," Jeff asked. "It doesn’t smell. 
Stone glared at him. 

"| want another one, that's it. Ah! There it is," Stone announced triumphantly. 


Jeff looked at the dark blue t-shirt that Stone had dug out of his drawer and which looked like any other 
random dark t-shirts. He wondered why Stone was suddenly so picky about which t-shirt he would wear for a 


concert in the backroom of a small dive bar. 


The bassist refrained from any further comment since he also knew better than asking too many questions to 
Stone when he was in this frame of mind right before a concert so he just sat on the armchair that was in 
the corner of the bedroom and watched as Stone took off his white t-shirt and put on the dark blue one he 
had just found. Jeff caught the guitarist glancing at himself in the closet mirror door. The dark blue t-shirt 
that Stone had just put on was cut off at the bottom and Jeff thought that he had done a pretty bad job 


with it since it was way too short now, not even really covering Stone waist and belt. 
During their gigs, anyway, everyone was always looking at Andy, so it didn't matter. 
"Now we can go," Stone said as he grabbed his wallet. 

Jeff shook his head and stepped out of the room, following the guitarist. 


As anticipated, the venue was small and the crowd was sparse. Yet, Mother Love Bone would still put on a 
show with everything that they had to give for the small audience as if they were playing the Madison Square 
Garden. And for sure, Stone wanted it to be a great concert because he knew that Jerry would be there. 


Again. 


They would regularly end up attending each other's gigs but lately Jerry had been at almost all of Mother 
Love Bone's concerts. People in their respective bands and entourages were even starting to joke around saying 
that Jerry was Stone's one and only groupie. Strangely enough, it seemed like the two guys didn't mind the 


comments. 


As far as Jerry was concerned, and as expected, he couldn't care less about what people were saying about 
him. Stone was his friend and he would hang out with him whenever he wanted. The fact that Jerry found 
Stone not only interesting but also pretty easy on the eyes was just a little extra that Jerry was happy to 


enjoy while hanging around him or watching him on stage. 


As far as Stone was concerned, even if Jerry could often get on his nerves, the tall blond was one of the 
most honest and fun person he knew. He was a great guitarist, way more extrovert than Stone would ever be. 


That was a quality Stone admired and tried to develop as well for himself, to be a better live musician. 


Stone's take on his friendship with Jerry had however changed two months before, when Stone had overheard 
Jerry making a remark about him that had piqued his curiosity and later on unleashed odd ideas and mental 


images in his confused mind. 


It was after a gig with his band. Stone was walking around backstage looking for Jeff and Andy to bring them 
to a local journalist who wanted to ask them a few questions about their evening concert. Stone also knew that 
the blond guitarist was supposed to have come watch the concert that night with a few other people but he 
hadn't seen him yet. 


While scanning around for his bandmates, the guitarist suddenly heard the voice of Alice in Chains’ drummer. 
Sean was teasing Jerry about the way he had been eyeing him up during their show. A slightly drunk Jerry 
had made a snarky reply but had also conceded that yeah, he had a hard time not to look at Stone when the 
brunet was wearing this kind of cut off t-shirts, which uncovered a few inches of skin on his waist and back 


each time he was moving around on stage. Sean had chuckled at Jerry's explanation, thinking it was a joke. 


The two guys were talking around the corner at the end of the backstage hallway. Stone had stopped dead in 
his tracks to listen further without being noticed. 


"You mean it turns you on or what?," Sean asked with a giggle. 
"course it does! Fuck, have you seen him? Its even hotter knowing that he has no clue how sexy he looks." 


Stone had never thought that a guy like Jerry would think this way, especially about him. At first, the 
guitarist had been a bit embarrassed to hear Jerry's confession but as the evening went on and he, Jerry and 
several other friends hung around, it started to dawn on him that the way the tall blond behaved when he 
was around him was perhaps a little more than just friendly. It was not flat-out obvious flirting but there was 
some teasing in Jerry's attitude and the way he was talking to him. It had probably been this way already for 
a while but Stone had not noticed anything. Now that he had heard Jerry say those things, of course, he 
couldn't but look at the blond differently. 


Since that evening, Stone had made his very best to keep Jerry's interest alive. He couldn't deny that he loved 
the attention and even if he had never imagined himself with a guy, the thought didn't bother him that much 
and he had to admit that Jerry was a pretty handsome man and he was flattered to know that he might be 


feeding his fantasies. 


Fast-forward to tonight, where Mother Love Bone's set had gone well but with little audience interaction. The 
band had quickly moved their gear off the stage. They were the last ones to play but they had been asked to 


clear up as soon as they were done. The guys had already finished to load up their material and instruments 


back into their van when Jerry showed up in the small room that served as backstage area. The band was 
getting ready to go back inside and get some drinks. Jerry didn't see Stone though and when he asked about 
him, Jeff told him he was still outside putting his own things in the van and ‘being fussy about it, as usual. 
Jerry smiled and nodded. He stepped out through the backdoor of the bar and looked for the band's van. Stone 
was bent over and seemed to be moving stuff around at the back. His already short cut-off t-shirt had 


shifted up a few more inches as he was leaning forward, uncovering a good portion of his lower back and waist. 


Jerry admired the sight - Stone's narrow hips, his cute little ass and his pale skin Maybe it was time to give 
him a piece of advice and let him know that he might one day get in trouble if he'd continue to dress like this. 


The blond guitarist approached silently and put his hand, which was cold and wet from the condensation of the 
bottle of beer he had been holding, on the small of Stone's back. 


The brunet jumped and gasped at the contact. He twirled, rubbing his hand on the skin of his lower back to 
wipe off the wet sensation, and glared at whoever had touched him. His look softened when he saw it was 
Jerry. Still, he didn't appreciate the surprise effect. 

"What the hell, Jerry?" 

"Calm down, Gossard.. But | gotta say it was too tempting.” 

Stone tried not to blush. 

"What are you talking about?" 


"Just saying, at a certain point, it's hard to only look and not touch." 


"Can you stop the nonsense and help me out? This thing is stuck there and its in the way of my guitar case 
and | can't push it in" 


Jerry smirked and put his beer bottle on the roof of the van. He peaked inside the van to see what Stone was 


talking about. 
If you could lift that amp, | could move those cables." 


"Why don't you simply put your guitar case on top of everything?," Jerry asked for the sake of arguing a little 


longer. 


"Because it will move when we drive and | don't want it to fall. It won't move if I slide it in there where it's 


tight" 


Jerry stared at Stone and couldn't help himself. 


"Agreed, it's always so much better to slide it where it's tight." 

Stone rolled his eyes at the comment. 

"Can you thirk about something else for two minutes?" 

"| can try to but you make it hard; Jerry replied 

"60 get Jeff if you don't wanna help" 

"Alright, dont be so serious. There," Jerry said as he reached inside the van and effortlessly lifted the amp in 
order to let Stone disentangle the cables and push them out of the way so he could fit his guitar case where 
he wanted to. 

"Happy? Jerry asked, 

"Very much so, thanks. Dont forget your beer," Stone said as he closed the van back doors. 


Jerry picked up his bottle. 


"| guess they're at the bar already, let's go and join them," Stone said as he turned and made a move to walk 


to the venue's back door. 

"Wait," Jerry said. 

"What?" 

Stone stopped to see what Jerry wanted. The blond didn't say anything further and pushed Stone against the 
side of the band's van. The parking area of the back alley was dimly lit but there was just enough light for 
Stone to look into Jerry's eyes and see a sparkle he had never noticed before. 

"Jerry?," Stone asked, not understanding what was going on. 


Jerry didn't say a word. He moved closer to Stone, placing his left hand next to Stone's head. 


"You're such a fucking tease, Stone.. Honestly, | begin to wonder if you're doing it on purpose or if you're really 
that clueless." 


Stone seemed a tad surprised at the comment - he knew, of course, but did Jerry realize that he knew as 


well? Stone tried his best to keep his composure and locked eyes with Jerry. 


"You're perpetually horny, nothing to do with me," Stone replied with a smirk 


Jerry smiled. The guitarists answer was an implicit acknowledgment of the fact that he knew what Jerry 
meant. That was enough to encourage Jerry to go on If Stone was not that clueless and if he was talking back 
To him this way, it could only mean that he wanted to play this game a little longer. 

"True, but." 


Jerry's right hand easily reached for Stone's waist under the hem of his cropped t-shirt. The skin was warm 
and soft under the blond's touch. The tips of Jerry's fingers gently brushed up and down on the side before 
they moved further, towards the small of Stone's back. 

Stone gulped and cursed under his breath when he felt goosebumps spreading across his body from the 
contact. He lifted his arm up to push his hair out of his face. Jerry was already looking down, watching the 
cropped t-shirt's hem shift up and uncover a good portion of skin on the side when the guitarist moved his 
arm up. 


The tall blond moved closer to Stone. 


"Just so you know, you're the only one | can't seem to get enough of, regardless of how many times | see 


you... Jerry whispered next to Stone's ear. "Especially when you dress like this..." 

"Like what?," Stone managed to say. 

"Like you want me to check you out .. And think about you.. And do things to you..." 

Jerry's tone was like a silky hot purr right against Stone's ear. The brunet felt his heart pound in his chest 
and his knees go weak. Sure, he had done it on purpose so far to tease Jerry but he didn't know it would really 
get to him like this. More surprisingly, he had never imagined that he himself would be so aroused by knowing 


that Jerry was fancying him. 


Jerry's right hand traveled down to reach Stone's ass. He pushed himself flush against the brunet, with one of 
his thighs nestling in-between Stone's legs. 


Stone wasn't sure what was more embarrassing. Feeling Jerry's hard cock rub against him or knowing that 


Jerry could now feel his own erection because he was apparently just as excited as the blond was. 
Jerry slightly lifted his leg up and pushed it on Stone's hard-on. 

"Damn it, Jerry..." Stone sighed. 

"Feels fucking good, right?" 


Jerry repeated the movement. 


"Shit, Jerry, we're.. Someone could walk out..' 


Jerry shifted position to move his crotch in front of Stone's. He bucked his hips and started to grind against 
his friend, rendering Stone speechless. 


‘Ive thought about you like this many times," Jerry purred. "When I'm jerking off... | think about your hand.. Do 


you ever think ‘bout me?," Jerry asked. 

Stone gasped. It must have been so obvious by now that it was pointless to deny it. 

‘|... I've thought about you." 

"Have you touched yourself thinking about me?" 

Jerry's lips grazed Stone's ear. 

“Jerry...” 

Stone wasn't able to answer him but he guessed that his friend knew the answer anyway. 

The brunet closed his eyes and unconsciously started rolling his hips in sync with Jerry's. 

"Fuck, Stone..." Jerry sighed when he felt the guitarist respond to his movements. 

Jerry squeezed Stone's ass and pulled him even closer to his body, intensifying the friction in-between their 
legs. After a moment, Jerry took a step back and moved his right hand in-between them. He hurriedly undid 
Stone's belt and unzipped his jeans, and then his own. Jerry's hand plunged into Stone's boxers to expose his 
erection Jerry held both his and Stone's cocks in his hand and started to stroke them both at the same time. 
Stone hid his face on the side of Jerry's neck and let out a muffled moan, 

"Yeah, Stone... Moan for me..." Jerry whispered. 

Stone actually had no intention to be vocal but he clearly couldn't help it as their improvised dry-humping 
make-out had turned into a way more intense and fast-paced jerk-off session. Stone didn't know if it was the 
fact that he knew Jerry was into him, the novelty of doing this with another guy or the fact that they were 
outside in a street - albeit the back alley of an empty bar in a godforsaken town - and therefore risking being 
caught, but it only took him another minute to reach his climax. 


"Jerry, oh god..." Stone yelped as he came. 


Jerry let go of Stone's cock and continued to move his hand and jack off. Soon enough, he felt his own orgasm 


crash over him and involuntarily slammed himself into Stone as he came with a low grunt. 

"Shit, Jerr," Stone cried when he got shoved against the van. 

"Sorry.. You're okay?,” Jerry asked a little bit breathless. 

"Yes, I'm ok," Stone replied, still panting too. "Thanks for asking after you crushed my back on the van." 

"| just got carried away, Stone... l'm sorry, really," Jerry said. 

Stone and Jerry locked eyes. Both guys came back to the reality of what had just happened between them. 
Jerry wiped his hand on the inside of his shirt and tucked himself back in his jeans while Stone also rearranged 
his clothes and buckled his belt. 

"Damn it, that was fucking good," Jerry huffed. 

"| can't believe we just did this," Stone mumbled. 

The brunet was looking flustered but he also had a small smile on his face. 

"Maybe we should do it again some time, so you get used to it," Jerry joked. 

"We'll see about that" 

"Let's get back inside," Jerry said. "The others are gonna wonder where we are." 

Stone looked down and saw a pretty unequivocal wet patch on his washed up denim jeans, probably from his or 
Jerry's cum. He shook his head and looked back at his friend who was wearing black jeans and a long shirt 
covering him safely below the hips. 

| can't go back inside like this," Stone complained with a nod aimed at his soiled jeans. 


Jerry looked down at Stone's jeans and then up at Stone's face. He couldn't avoid to chuckle. 


"See? ‘told you wearing cropped-up t-shirts would get you in trouble," Jerry answered. 


